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gay with flowers; past rhododendron shrubberies,
broad fields of golden stubble, sweet clover, and grey
swedes, with Ogwen making music far below. The
sun is up at last, and Colonel Pennant's grim slate
castle, towering above black woods, glitters metallic
in its rays, like Chaucer's house of fame. He stops,
to look back once. Far up the vale, eight miles away,
beneath a roof of cloud, the pass of Nant Francon
gapes high in air between the great jaws of the
Carnedd and the G-lyder, its cliffs marked with the
upright white line of the waterfall. He is clear of
the mountains; clear of that cursed place, and all its
cursed thoughts! On, past Llandegai and all its
rose-clad cottages; past yellow quarrymen walking
out to their work, who stare as they pass at his
haggard face, drenched clothes, and streaming hair.
He does not see them. One fixed thought is in his
mind, and that is, the railway station at Bangor.

He is striding through Bangor streets now, beside
the summer sea, from which fresh scents of shore-weed
greet him. He had rather smell the smoke and gas
of the Strand.

The station is shut. He looks at the bill outside.
There is no train for full two hours; and he throws
himself, worn out with fatigue, upon the door-step.

Now a new terror seizes him. Has he money
enough to reach London 1 Has he his purse at all *?
Too dreadful to find himself stopped short, on the
very brink of deliverance ! A cold perspiration breaks
from his forehead, as he feels in every pocket. Yes,